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Beaten and Bloody 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first story, kinda nervous but strangely excited. | have no clue where this story is coming from 
but to keep it going, | would greatly appreciate advice and criticism. Thanks. 


My eyes had just barely drifted shut when there was a knock at my door. A groan rumbled through my chest 
as | tried to get up from the bed. "Yeah?" 


"Sorry if I'm bugging you, James." Kirk's voice was muffled from the door but | could still hear traces of the 
cold he had been fighting just last week. 


| sighed as | moved from the intoxicating comfort of a bed that wasn't my own and went to open the door. My 
eyes forced themselves shut as soon as the light of the hotel hallway ambushed them. | blinked twice and 
waited for my vision to correct itself. As soon as it did, | almost wished | had pretended to be asleep. 


Kirk was standing there in the clothes he had been wearing at the show and | could smell the stale sweat that 
was dried onto his unclean body. A small, sad and broken smile touched his lips but a smile like that would 


never light up his brown eyes the way his normal one would have. Kirk's left knee was slightly bent and | saw 
the blood dripping through the fabric of his pants. More blood was smeared on his cheek were a cut had 


started to scab over. 


No matter how bad the rest of his body looked, | couldn't keep my eyes off the wound that was on his chest. 
The gash slithered down from the start of his left shoulder all the way across his torso and slipped into his 
pant's waistband. The blood that dripped from him had formed a puddle on the floor before | could figure out 
what | was going to do with my injured guitar player. 


| opened my door wider and let him into my room. He limped to my bed and slowly forced himself to sit. Even 
from where | stood by the door | could see the relief in his eyes to be off his feet. | shut my room's door as 
quietly as | could and leaned beside him. 


His brown curls covered his face but couldn't conceal the small sobs that were being wrenched from his body. 
| laid my hand slowly on his left shoulder and | could feel the flesh that had been pulled apart trying to find a 
way to bind itself back together without assistance. Kirk's tears were leaving small raindrops on the grey- 


carpeted floor. 


"What happened to you?" | was shocked at the softness in my voice. | was the Might Hetfield. | was the one 
who didn't feel anything and with that, it made it seem that there was nothing that bothered me. Yet, when | 


saw Kirk broken and bleeding, it made my stomach turn. 


| ran into Dave at a bar." Kirk whispered and looked up at me. His whisper was so quiet | almost didn't hear 
him. 


What had Kirk done to Dave to deserve to be sliced up like a Thanksgiving turkey? 


| put my head gently against his trembling knee. "Which bar?" A growl that | couldn't control ripped through 
me, covering the question | had just asked him. "Damn it Kirk which fucking bar?" The control | had been trying 
to keep was slowly slipping away from me and without it; | knew that | wouldn't be able to help the quivering 
man that sat above me. 


"The one across the street from here. It had the blue sign on it." He refused to look at me. 


| rose from the bed and tugged slightly on his arm. | had to get him cleaned up before | could do anything else. 
Kirk followed me. His face was void of any emotion, reminded me of the creepy dolls they sold at the rock shop 
Lars always went to but only life size. 


When | got Kirk to sit on the closed toilet, | rummaged through the cupboard beneath the sink hoping to find a 
first aid kit. A small laugh of victory tumbled out of me before | could stop it. | turned back to Kirk and began 
to pull the remnants of his shirt off his chest. His eyes closed as he hissed as | slowly took Hydrogen Peroxide 
to the largest gash. It bubbled white as it devoured the dried blood on his skin. By the time | had reached the 
ending of the gash, the white bubbles had turned an offset pink. 


What had | gotten myself into? There was no way | could do this myself. | stared helplessly at his main wound 
as my mind fumbled through trying to understand what had just happened. | set the peroxide in the white sink 


and walked into my room to phone a cab. 


The voice on the other end of the phone promised on would be there within five minutes. | went back into the 


bathroom and frowned when | saw him trying to clean the wounds himself. 


"Kirk, we have to go to a hospital" | walked over to his now slouched and defeated form and put my hand 


slowly on his unharmed shoulder. 


We barely got outside the bathroom door when someone had started banging on the main door and an all too 


familiar voice shouted at us. "Open the hell up Hetfield!" 


Explain 


Author's Notes: 
So sorry | took so long for update! 


| unlocked the door and looked right into six feet of fury. Dave's eyes, so far dilated to pure black, showed no 


trace of human compassion. He lurched towards me. A slow sneer slipped onto his face when he pushed past. 


| looked to the bed for Kirk. All that | could see was a small lump underneath the blankets. | sighed sadly and 
turned to Dave who was staring at the Kirk-lump. "What did you need?" Forced annoyance that | had mastered 


was almost tangble. 


Dave shrugged. "Have you seen Kirk?" With an arch of my eyebrow and a shake of my head, his question had 


been answered. "No?" He returned the head shake. "Thought you have seen him since he's in Metallica” 
He walked over to the lump on the bed Dave sighed and stared at Kirk's hidden frame. "Who's this?" 
His fingers tapped the frame and Kirk made a girlish whine. "Lemme alone!" 


Dave arched his eyebrows and threw a glance my way. "A chick?" Disgust filled his voice. "Damn James, you're 


fucked up." 

| shrugged, "If you don't like it, don't barge into my room." 

He nodded and the door slammed shut in his wake. 

| sighed in relief and turned to face Kirk on the bed. "Hospital. Now." | ordered. 

Kirk just nodded, got up and limped 

after me into the hallway. He grabbed my arm and we slowly walked to the elevator. His breathing hitched. Kirk 
whimpered and began to lean heavier on me when we reached the lobby. 

In the lobby we both walked, well | walked, he limped to grab a cab. Once in the said cab, | turned and stared 
and Kirk. "Explain." 


"| did" He gasped holding his side. 


"Faster!" | snapped at the cabby before turning to Kirk again. "| need to know what really went down" 


